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horsemen, Pantaleimon scrambled up into the loft with
extraordinary speed and agility. Ilinichna went out to
meet the guests.
" Where's your old man ? " an elderly, well-built Kalmyk
with sergeant's stripes asked, dismounting and pushing past
Ilinichna through the wicket-gate,
<( At the front. Where else should he be ? " Ilinichna
answered roughly.
" Lead us to your house ; we are going to search it."
" What for ? "
" To look for your old man. Ah, shame on you ! An old
woman like you, and telling lies ! " The youthful-looking
sergeant shook his head reproachfully and bared his white,
close-set teeth.
" Don't you grin like that, you unchristened one ! I said
he's not here, and that means he's not here ! "
" Drop your joking, and lead us to your house.   If you
don't, we'll go by ourselves/' the offended Kalmyk said
sternly. He resolutely strode towards the porch, setting his*
out-turned feet wide apart.
They carefully searched the rooms, talked among them-
selves in Kalmyk, then two went off to look in the backyard,
while one, short and swarthy, almost black, with a pock-
marked face and snub nose, pulled up his broad-striped
trousers and went into the porch. Through the wide open
door Ilinichna saw the Kalmyk jump, grip the cross beam
with his hands and dexterously draw himself up. Five
minutes later he nimbly jumped down again, and behind
him, groaning, smothered with clay, a spider-web entangled
in his beard, Pantaleimon carefully clambered down,1
Looking at the old woman, who was standing with lips
tightly pressed together, he said :
" So they've found me, damn them ! Someone must have
told them. . . ."
He was taken under escort to the district centre of Kargin,
where the field courts-martial were being held. Ilinichna
wept a little and, listening to the renewed 'gunfire and the
dearly audible rattle of machine-guns beyond the Don, went
into the granary to hide at least a little of the grain.